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Tulips 

Joan  Lamminer 
Linoleum  Cut 


George  A.  Hoar 

The  way  led  up  the  stairs, 

Treads  creaking  with  age, 

To  a  landing  equally  noisy  and  across 

To  the  second  door  on  the  left. 

She  was  waiting,  upright, 

Bright  brown  eyes  fastened  on  me, 

A  nearly  useless  right  hand 

Resting  patiently 

In  the  book  upon  her  lap. 

She  held  her  good  hand  out  to  me 

And  lifted  a  soft,  wrinkled  face 

To  be  kissed, 

And  the  muggy  heat  of  upstairs  in  August 

Enveloped  us. 

"Hot,  isn't  it,  Gramma?" 

"'S  awful  hot!"  and  that 

Was  all  that  she  could  say. 

The  stroke  had  left  her  listening  alert, 

And  babbling  in  reply. 


"Ay  kababba.  Ay  Kababba." 
What  did  she  mean  to  say, 
She  who  read  every  day 
With  her  one  good  eye? 

Did  she  mean  what  she  used  to  say: 

"I'm  interested  in  what's  new," 

She  of  ninety-two? 

Did  she  mean  to  speak 

Of  what  she  had  just  read? 

Or  was  it  just 

Small  talk  to  a  boy? 

I  don't  know.  I'll 
Never  know. 

Love  remains,  and  mystery 
Haunts  me  to  this  day. 


M.  Scott  Oickle 

Outside,  it  was  howling.  A  mix  of  roiling  gray  and  black 
clouds  filled  the  Pleasant  Bay  sky.  Easterly  winds  whipped  the 
beach.  The  usually  sedate  bay  was  a  churning  mass  of  whitecap 
waves.  Large  drops  of  rain,  intermingled  with  sea  spray, 
smashed  against  my  body.  Just  an  hour  before,  wind-surfers  had 
wrestled  the  weather  on  the  bay. 

Now  I  stood  still  as  stone,  considering  this  tumultuous 
motion  all  around  me.  My  stillness  reflected  my  thoughts: 
motion  is  omnipresent.  Who  stops  and  knows  motion?  Most  of 
us,  I  thought,  only  allow  ourselves  to  be  in  motion.  We  never 
seem  to  stop  and  watch  motion,  put  our  ear  to  the  ground  to  feel 
motion,  and  know  the  motion  moving  around  us.  My  presence 
here  was  to  experience  the  awesome,  humbling  power  of  nature's 
motion. 

I  had  left  my  house  one  hour  before  sunset.  Standing  on  my 
deck,  I  had  looked  out  at  a  moody  sky.  Storm  clouds  swallowed 
blue,  turned  to  dark  grays  and  blacks.  If  the  storm  held  off  long 
enough,  the  mix  of  high  black  and  gray  clouds,  white  puffy 
clouds,  and  blue,  would  provide  a  magnificent  canvas  for  the 
orange-red  fireball  sun  to  splay  its  sunset  colors.  I  knew  then  I 
would  be  at  Pleasant  Bay. 

Bouncing  across  a  rutted  road  to  the  dirt  parking  lot,  mud 
scents  rushed  at  me  through  open  air  vents  in  my  car.  Ten  pick- 


up trucks  and  vans  rested  at  various  angles  near  the  shore's  edge. 
One-dozen  wind  surfers  glided,  sliced,  turned,  cut,  and  splashed 
on  the  bay.  All  the  colors  that  soon  would  fill  the  sky,  stood  as 
triangular  sails  atop  glossy  white  boards.  Twenty-knot  winds 
flipped  over  a  few  whitecaps  and  surf  boards.  More  vans,  cars, 
and  trucks  arrived,  occupants  departing  vehicles  at  hyper  speed, 
dressed  in  body-hugging  wet  suits.  "Quick,  grab  the  boards,  I'll 
get  the  sails,"  they  yelled  anxiously.  Most  days  on  the  bay  are 
okay  for  wind  surfing  play.  Today,  with  30-plus  knot  winds 
coming  on,  the  exchange  between  man  and  nature  promised  a 
spectacular  show.  Motion,  I  thought.  These  guys  are  so  in 
motion,  they  might  just  miss  the  whole  experience;  awesome 
motion,  sunset,  change. 

The  sun  dropped  like  a  hot  air  balloon  behind  the  horizon. 
Thicker,  darker  clouds  arrived,  threatening  to  black  out  the 
sunset.  My  heart  sank.  A  dark  hard  pit  grew  in  my  gut.  I  had 
come  to  witness  a  beatific  sunset  first,  and  second  to  experience  a 
Nor'easter.  Watching  the  frantic  motion-wind,  surfers,  water, 
birds,  sand,  and  vehicles,  I  sought  peaceful  communion  with 
motion  and  stillness.  My  senses  were  ready  to  attend  the 
experience. 

In  mere  minutes,  all  the  motion  of  the  surfers  decreased.  The 
motion  of  the  storm  increased.  When  the  last  of  the  wind- 
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surfers  left  the  beach,  I  was  alone.  Winds  raged.  Salt  spray  stung 
my  face.  My  coat,  shirt,  t-shirt,  and  pants  stuck  to  my  body  like 
a  shiny  second  skin.  Wet  cloth  sent  cold  vibrations  and  tingles 
through  my  being.  I  swayed  between  balance  and  imbalance.  I 
made  my  body  rigid,  like  a  stout  oak  tree.  My  limbs  clung  close 
to  my  trunk.  I  countered  each  gust  with  physical  force  to  right 
myself  back  to  a  rigid  posture. 

A  glint  of  light  rested  on  the  edge  of  beckoning  blackness. 
I  stood  for  an  hour  on  the  shore.  I  didn't  let  the  weather  beat 
me,  defeat  me,  or  shake  me.  I  stood  resolved,  sure  of  my 
mission.  I  had  come  to  feel  the  tiny,  stinging  saltydart  spray 
splash  my  face;  to  listen  to  the  rushing,  whooshing,  wind  whip 
by  my  ears;  to  smell  ocean,  rain,  salt,  sand,  humidity,  and  body 
sweat;  to  feel  nature's  unremitting  power  rock  me;  to  see 
whitecaps,  wind,  waves  water,  clouds,  and  sunset;  to  lick  my 
salty  lips;  and  to  taste  wet,  salty  fingers  pressing  against  my 
mouth.  I  absorbed  fat  plopping  rain  drops  and  sharp  grains  of 
sand.  I  was  motion. 

I  am  attracted  to  weather  extremes.  I  miss  much  of  the 
experience  of  life  for  the  necessary  motion  that  consumes  me 
daily.  When  an  opportunity  for  my  senses  to  experience  nature 
and  motion  comes  my  way,  I  go  for  it.  I  experience  the  weather, 
the  motion,  the  growth  through  experience.  I  do  this  often. 
This  day,  I  gladly  soaked  up  my  fill  of  sensory  experience. 


The  Dock 

Bryan  Russell 
Photograph 


Suzanne  Bailey 
Father's  figure  facing  me 
Reaching  back 
Through  my  mind's  mirror 


Carved  her  initials  across  my  back 
Bleeding  from  my  shoulderblades 
Love  oozed  and  scabbed  and  scarred 


Fleshy  round  muscular  bulges 

Beneath  marbled  skin 

Broad  expanses  of  sunburnt  freckles 

Interrupted  by  those  familiar  brown  moles 

Swimming  together 

You  ferried  me  on  your  back 

I  imagined  you  a  dolphin 

Happy  to  ride 

I  anchored  my  self  to  your  shoulders 


You  never  forgave  me  this 

Transgression 

No  daughter  of  mine  is  going  to  be  a  Lesbian! 

Your  back  faced  me  as  you  delivered  your  ultimatum 

I  think  of  you  now  in  that  position 

I  resemble  you  in  stature,  a  chip  from  your  block 
And  I  see  through  the  same  watery  blue  eyes 
My  hands  repeat  your  mannerisms,  despite 
My  decision  to  walk 


My  body  developed  according  to  the  pattern 

You  set  forth,  and  our  likeness  pleased  you 

Strength  and  coordination  twitched  in  me 

Thunder  thighs,  you  chided 

But  baring  my  biceps  I  knew 

I  would  become  stronger  than  you 

At  fifteen  my  love 


For  four  years  I  have  forgotten  you 
With  a  conscious  exertion 
This  lapsing  connection  between  us 
Surfaces  at  night  as  you  hunt  me 
And  tonight  in  my  mind's  mirror 


Desperation 

Steve  Higgins 
Pen  &  Ink 


Matthew  6:11 
Joanne  M.  Seaver 

He  grabbed  the  rigid  white  collar  off  the  dashboard,  and  carefully 
manipulated  its  rounded  ends  into  the  small  slits  in  the  neck  of  his 
freshly  pressed  black  shirt.  He  leaned  forward  and  slightly  to  the  right 
to  watch  his  own  reflection  in  the  rear  view  mirror  as  his  thick  fingers 
maneuvered  the  stiff  celluloid.    He  really  didn't  need  to  look  any- 
more, but  gazing  at  himself  had  become  as  automatic  as  the  procedure 
he  followed.  His  last  adornment  sat  on  the  upholstered  seat  beside 
him.  The  black  pocket  size  New  Testament  had  been  strategically 
marked  with  red  and  purple  ribbons;  he  never  knew  when  "the  Good 
Book"  might  come  in  handy.  Darkness  was  creeping  in  and  he  knew 
that  he  had  to  hurry. 

He  climbed  out  of  the  black  station  wagon  and  hastily  unloaded  the 
boldly  printed  cartons  from  the  rear  of  the  vehicle  onto  the  sidewalk. 
He  nudged  up  his  sleeve  to  glance  at  his  black-faced  watch  under  the 
street  light.  It  wouldn't  be  long  now. 

Soon  the  lost  souls  of  the  city  would  crawl  out  of  their  carefully 
selected  hiding  places  to  accept  their  nightly  paper  bags  of  sustenance. 
What  would  they  do  without  his  frequent  visits?  He  wondered.  How 
did  they  come  to  lead  this  lonely  existence?  He  never  asked.  That  was 
not  an  issue;  his  vocation  required  him  to  offer  each  one  a  measure  of 
assistance  and  comfort  for  his  daily  trials. 

The  tap  of  shoes  walking  purposefully  along  the  asphalt  behind 
him  jarred  him  out  of  his  momentary  lapse  into  thought. 


Spirit 

Carolyn  D.  Phelan 

Pen  &  Ink 


"Out  again  tonight,  Father?" 

"It's  an  endless  battle  that  you  and  I  fight,  officer." 

The  policeman  smiled  in  agreement  and  moved  on.  Sooty 
and  city-worn  faces  began  to  peer  out  from  darkened  spaces  and 
half-  hidden  alleys. 

"Come,  my  children,  come,"  he  beckoned,  and  they  came. 
One  by  one  they  made  their  way  to  the  light.  A  grizzled  old 
man  with  urine-stained  trousers  was  the  first  to  reach  the 
destination. 

"Do  you  have  a  prayer  request,  my  son?" 

The  old  man's  leathery  hand  released  a  crumpled  wad  into 
the  soft  palm  of  the  man  in  black.  "That's  all  I  request  tonight, 
Salvador." 

The  benefactor  reached  into  a  carton  and  withdrew  one  of 
the  brown  paper  lunch  bags.   "Have  faith,"  he  said,  as  he  offered 
the  bag  to  the  old  man.  "Your  prayer  has  already  been  an- 
swered." 

The  old  man's  ragged  teeth  shone  in  the  light  as  he  wiped  the 
saliva  pools  from  the  corners  of  his  mouth  onto  his  tattered  cuff; 
then  he  disappeared  back  into  the  shadows. 

"Come  my  children.  There  is  plenty  for  all  of  you." 

The  bags  went  quickly.  He  tossed  the  empty  canons  into  the 
back  of  the  car.  As  he  reached  up  to  pull  the  rear  hatch  closed,  a 


tiny  flash  of  light  on  the  road  near  his  feet  caught  his  eye.  An 
empty  vile?  He  bent  down  slowly,  picking  it  up  to  hold  it 
against  the  light.  No,  not  an  empty  one.  It  was  full. 

He  slipped  the  small  brown  glass  container  into  his  pants 
pocket,  and  laughed  as  he  counted  the  night's  take.  It  was  all 
there.  Oh  well,  he  thought.  Someone's  prayers  weren't  an- 
swered tonight.  That  happens  sometimes. 

He  returned  the  collar  to  its  ceremonial  place  on  the  dash- 
board and  drove  home  to  have  breakfast  with  his  wife. 


^Witch  Hinlfe=S 


Jadene  Felina  Stevens 

For  Else  Gwinner 

Offenburg,  Baden    1597 

The  Witch  Trials  of  Europe 

1450  - 1750 


I  enter  the  room. 

My  husband  stands  silently 

against  the  back  wall. 


as  though  such  judgement 

cast  on  others 

may  keep  it  from  their  own  backs. 

I  can  only  say 

I  am  innocent 

I  am  a  Christian  woman. 

They  point  and  laugh 

as  I  am  dragged  before  the  judge 


What  can  he  say? 
What  can  he  do? 


who  sits  in  the  rich  robes 
of  his  high  office. 


I  will  never  see  my  children  again. 

A  throng  of  people 

boisterous 

derisive 

at  heart,  fearful 

that  one  day  they  too 

may  be  named 


I  am  my  mother 
my  self 
my  daughter. 

I  am  every  woman 
before  this  judge  who 
with  somber  countenance 
accuses  me  of  being  a  witch. 
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point  and  accuse  me 

as  though  this  may  protect  them 


I  will  have  to  pay,  you  know 
they  will  torture  me 


my  estate 

will  be  charged  rent 

for  every  moment  I  am  kept 

locked  in  my  cell 

for  every  crust  of  bread 

every  cup  of  water 

for  my  torture  instruments 

for  those  who  bless  the  torture  instruments 

for  the  man  who  will  use  those  instruments 

so  cleverly. 

I  will  eventually  give  them  the  names 

of  others 

after  I  have  been  tortured  enough 

I  will  tell  them  anything 

to  end  the  pain 

I  will  beg  simply  for  death 

as  did  my  aunt,  before  she  gave  them 
my  name 

so  I  will  name  others 

they  will  take  those  I  have  accused 


and  it  will  all  begin  again. 
When  the  Iron  Maiden  holds  me 
in  her  cold,  dark  chamber 
/  will  not  confess. 

When  the  thumb  screws  are  tightened 
/  must  not  confess. 

As  the  Iron  Boot  filled  with  spikes 
binds  my  leg 
/  may  confess. 

As  another  stone  is  added  to  the  press 
...if  only  I  confess- 
When  the  mouth  widener  is  inserted 
and  removed,  then 
my  lips  may  bleed  the  inevitable  words 

1 ...am...a  witch... 
I  confess... 
I  confess. 

I  confess. 
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Pamela  Clegg 
Raw  and  full  of  promise 
the  bank  secured: 
a  throw  rug,  a  lithograph, 
the  paint  of  the  sill 
cracking  against  conformity. 

Lush  the  smell  of  earth,  of  life; 
the  screen  door  always  ajar 
in  quiet  abandon. 

A  swing  which  hung  from  an  elder  tree, 
The  floor  on  which  spiders  dared  crawl 
while  the  musk  pervaded. 

Daring  to  keep 
the  world  at  bay; 
armed  with  two  cats, 
no  potted  plants 
and  picture  cut-outs 
from  a  fashion  magazine. 


Freedom  the  inspiration 

from  the  electric  keys  of  the  typewriter. 
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Memories  of  Time  Past  -  The  Events  are  Gone  -  But  Memories  Last 

Michele  Morin 
Conte  Crayon 


Dennis  B.  Martin 
My  father  created  jockey  underwear.  Small  menageries  of  motion 

Well Like  the  jockey 

The  logo  on  the  waistband,  On  the  waist  bands 

Actually.  Of  the  briefs 

He  was  a  designer  of  narrow  fabrics  We  all 

All  his  life.  Wear. 

He  sketched  figures  on  cloth  grids 

And  then  wove  them  on  elastic  fabric. 

He  never  knew  of  Degas  or  Toulouse-Lautrec 

But  his  designs  danced  too. 

While  my  father  handled  the  bobbins 
And  steered  the  looms, 
The  company  sold  his  elastic  designs 
And  the  patent  rights. 

Summers  he  lunched  on  the  riverbank 
Watching  designs  in  the  river  swirls 
Slowly  floating  South. 

When  the  mill  moved  to  Mississippi, 

Out  of  work 

He  dreamed  more  logos  in  the  river  foam, 
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Bird  Bath 

Janet  Thornton 
Linoleum  Cut 


Ruth  Andersen 

It  was  not  until  I  reached  twenty-five  that  I  began  remember- 
ing what  really  took  place  when  I  was  around  five  or  six.  I  never 
could  remember  much  of  my  childhood  anyway.  It  seemed  like 
a  dream,  someone  else's  dream,  because  my  feelings  were  not 
connected. 

I  lived  for  an  extended  period  of  time  believing  my  thoughts 
and  memories  were  authentic,  only  to  find  out  they  were  lies. 
Although  things  were  never  on  the  normal  side,  I  had  to  tell 
myself  all  would  be  okay.  My  father  drank  excessively.  My 
mother  did  not  talk  to  anyone,  nor  did  she  go  anywhere.  And 
we,  as  a  "family,"  did  nothing  together.  My  dad  was  rarely 
home,  and  when  he  had  to  be,  he  came  home  late.  My  mother 
would  have  me  call  the  bar  to  get  him  to  come  home.  I  felt  I 
didn't  matter  very  much  to  him  because  he  would  still  arrive 
when  it  suited  him. 

When  I  was  twenty-two  years  old,  I  gave  up  drinking  and 
doing  drugs,  took  a  long  look  at  myself,  and  went  into  counsel- 
ing. I  worked  hard.  I  was  learning  so  much,  maybe  too  much. 
The  truth  was  beginning  to  appear,  slowly  at  first.  Then  I  could 
not  stop  it. 

One  day  I  was  sitting  in  my  father's  living  room  looking  at 
some  pictures,  as  I  often  did.  He's  a  photographer.  When  I  saw 
the  picture  of  my  two  year  old  niece  lying  on  the  couch,  I  knew 


in  my  gut  something  was  not  right.  All  her  clothes  were  on,  but 
the  position  was  not  natural,  as  if  she'd  been  told  to  put  her 
hands  between  her  legs.  She  was  on  her  back,  her  knees  were 
up,  and  her  head  was  turned  sideways,  a  blank  expression  on  her 
innocent  face. 

Then  I  had  my  first  flashback.  Shortly  after  that  incident  I 
told  my  sister  never  to  bring  her  daughter  near  our  father  again. 
I  remember  that  it  happened  at  night,  the  same  time  the  earlier 
abuse  took  place.  When  the  light  went  out,  my  heart  began  to 
race.  I  could  not  breathe.  I  opened  my  eyes  wide.  I  saw  my 
room  on  Handy  Road.  It  was  dark.  From  the  bottom  of  the 
bunk  bed  I  could  see  the  light  from  the  hallway  shine  under  my 
door.  It  opened  slowly.  There  stood  two  figures,  my  father, 
and  my  mother  behind  him.  I  heard  "No,  Andy,  don't." 


~-*s 


Self  Portrait 

Tim  Masterson 
Graphite/Pencil 
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Elizabeth  Bouvier 
I  sit  here  in  my  room, 

Knowing  your  eyes  are  on  me, 

Piercing  my  very  soul. 

I  hear  you  move,  leaving 

The  speckled  spattering  of  your  filth, 

On  that  which  was  once  clean. 

Rest  now,  for  tonight  I  shall  choose  my  weapon  well. 

No  more  will  thy  whiney  voice  in  the  night 

Disturb  my  sweetest  dream. 


As  your  vile  form  rests  upon  my  bed, 

I  shall  creep  slowly,  and  strike  with  lethal  force, 

Crushing  your  body,  with  all  my  might. 

At  last  I  will  have  peace. 

Goodbye,  fly  ! 


Justin  Yurasits 

Heavy  make-up  hid  the  disfigured  skin.  Images  of  the  skillful 
mortician  pushing  the  skin  and  lips  into  his  approximation  of 
how  her  face  had  looked  before  flashed  in  my  mind.  I  didn't 
realize  what  was  about  to  begin. 

The  line  to  view  the  casket  moved  like  the  spinning  dirty 
coffee  shop  line  late  at  night.  Slow  and  greasy.  I  thought  I 
would  throw  up.  Sweat  forced  its  way  through  my  clothes. 
Through  my  tight  button  down  collar.  Blurry  flowered  wallpa- 
per seemed  to  approach  me  and  turn  to  soft  blue  orchids  as  the 
line  thinned.  The  casket  closed  in.  I  did  not  want  to  talk  to 
God  and  kneel  and  pray.  As  I  peered  in  the  casket,  her  dead 
body  was  all  that  greeted  me  that  day. 

I  could  see  days  in  her  car,  hot  days  with  the  windows  down. 
Strong  breezes  at  high  speeds  played  with  her  hair.  Warm  sun 
lulls  me  here.  More  flashes  of  good  times.  Pictures  in  my  mind 
when  I'm  smiling  and  everything  is  slow,  like  the  day  in  New 
Hampshire.  Tears  from  her  inconsolable  mother  interrupted  my 
momentary  escape.  I  couldn't  think.  A  father's  cold  hand  and 
sallow  face.  Her  brother's  tear-swollen  eyes.  The  receiving  line 
passed  by.  Gathering  my  jacket  and  cigarettes,  I  left. 

Before  I  knew  of  her  death,  I  wanted  to  see  her  again.  I 
wanted  to  kiss  her  and  tell  her  how  I  felt.  How  it  feels,  so  warm 
and  comfortable,  like  when  you  feel  free  to  profess  your  love. 


Time-honed  feelings  of  love  and  trust  don't  just  go  away.  It  hurt 
so  bad,  in  my  stomach,  the  ache  of  missing  someone.  The  acid 
burning  pit  left  by  hollowed  love. 

A  year  came  between  our  separation  and  her  falling  asleep  at 
the  wheel.  This  cushion  of  time  that  favored  me  did  not  benefit 
many.  Not  the  day  of  the  service.  Cars  lined  the  sloping  Main 
Street  of  Sandwich.    All  the  faces  I'd  seen  before.  I  resented 
them  being  there.  The  service  began  and  labored  through  and 
mixed  with  muffled  cries.  It  moved  like  the  sequence  of  days 
since  the  news  came.  Thick  and  slow,  like  cool  molasses.  I  had 
never  lost  a  friend.  I  seldom  thought  of  death.  It  was  important 
for  me  to  be  here,  and  feel  this  day,  to  see  the  pain,  feel  the  loss 
in  the  air,  like  when  the  pressure  drops  before  a  sudden  rain. 

The  shock  of  death  didn't  immediately  strike.  But  the  levee 
eventually  worked  free  of  its  walls  and  flooded  my  conscious- 
ness. I  addressed  my  own  mortality.  I  envisioned  my  funeral. 
My  mother's  ache  and  swollen  face.  My  father's  grief  of  hopes 
we  shared,  left  unfulfilled.  I  looked  at  the  senseless  decisions  of 
self-indulgence.  Choices  of  sex  and  drugs.  I  held  in  my  mind  the 
idea  that  destiny  is  not  merely  prophecy,  but  self-fulfilling.  I 
could  alter  these  perceptions  and  beliefs,  take  control.  Would  I? 


Joseph  A.  Gouveia 

Monkey's  got  a  good  point  he  sticks  it  in  my  ear 
I'm  talkin'  'bout  his  fist  clenched  for  life 
'round  my  brain 

squeezin'  it  dry 
so  he  can  wipe  his  forehead  with  it 

before  puttin'  it  back 

in  that  pale  of  already  dirty  water 
now  a  bit  darker 

exposing  myself,  vulnerabilities  and  the 
likelihood 

of  danger 

loathing 
fear 
Dirty  hands  can't  clean  the  kitchen 
very  well 
unless  a  tainted  love  is  a 
way  out 
taleft 
field 
Pressure's  got  the  best  of  me 
today- 


been  under  it  a  day  at  a  time  now  for 
thirty  years-in 

eleven  more  months 
almost  time  for  a  celebration 

a  STREET  festival 
where  else  better  for 
my  kind  to 
display  ourselves  to  the 

cretins  who  call  us 
scum 
It's  all  off  my  chest  but 

it  won't  get  off  my  back 
Monkey's  got  a  point. 
Monkey's  got  a  good  point. 
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Kenneth  A.  Williams 

Back-handing  his  son,  Jake  yelled,  "Take  that  you  little  brat. 
I'll  teach  you  who's  boss." 

Wedging  herself  between  the  two,  Martha  asked,  "Jake!  What  are 
you  doing?" 

"I'm  teaching  this  wise  guy  a  little  respect.  I  told  him  to  mow 
the  lawn.  Twice!  Does  the  God  damn  lawn  look  mowed  to  you? 

"Well  no,  but  that's  no  reason  to  hit  him.  Billy  are  you 
okay?" 

Staring  at  the  ground  and  rubbing  his  cheek,  Billy  answered, 
"Ya." 

Trying  to  get  around  his  wife,  Jake  yelled,  "What  do  you 
mean,  Ya?  That's  no  way  to  talk  to  her.  She's  your  mother, 
damn  it;  show  some  respect." 

"Yes,  mother,  I'm  okay." 

Martha  kneeled  to  get  a  good  look  at  Billy's  face.  She  sighed 
and  said,  "Billy  dear,  you  had  better  go  to  your  room.  Your 
father  and  I  have  to  talk." 

Making  fun  of  her,  Jake  said,  "Oh  Billy  dear.  You  precious 
little  thing  .   .   ."  He  continued,  "Why  do  you  always  take  his 
side?  We  are  his  parents.  We  should  stick  together.  You  have 
heard  of  divide  and  conquer  haven't  you?  It's  us  against  them. 
Either  we  win  or  they  do." 

"That  doesn't  give  you  the  right  to  hit  him." 


"It's  my  house,  and  as  long  as  he  is  living  under  my  roof, 
he'll  do  as  I  say  or  suffer  the  consequences." 

"But  he's  just  a  little  boy,  Jake.  You  don't  have  to  hit  him 
so  hard." 

"I  have  to  teach  him  manners.  If  I  don't,  somebody  else  will. 
It's  a  cold  cruel  world  out  there,  Martha;  he  has  to  learn  how 
to  take  it  like  a  man." 

"But  why  do  you  have  to  hit  him?  .  .  .  Can't  you  just  talk  to 
him?  If  you  give  him  another  black  eye,  his  teachers  are  going 
to  start  asking  questions." 

"It's  none  of  their  business  what  I  do  to  him.  He's  my  God 
damn  son  and  I'll  raise  him  as  I  see  fit.  My  father  never  spared 
the  rod  on  me!  .  .  .  And  now  it's  my  turn  to  get  a  little  respect! 
Nobody  at  work  respects  me,  but  damn  it  in  my  house  I  will 
get  respect  if  I  have  to  break  every  bone  in  his  body!" 

"Oh!  Jake,  you  don't  mean  that.  He  is  your  own  flesh  and 
blood.  How  can  you  possibly  think  of  hitting  him?" 

"I  don't  want  to  hit  him,  but  I  have  to.  That's  what  fathers 
do.  My  father  beat  respect  into  me,  and  his  father  beat  it  into 
him.  I  have  to  put  the  fear  of  God  in  him,  and  in  this  house  I 
am  God.  You  just  don't  understand.  Children  have  to  learn 
respect!" 


David  Pratt 
I'm  suspicious  of  earth-moving  machines, 
You  know-those  big  orange  &  yellow  ones 

digging- 
I'm  suspicious  of  landscapers 
rapers  and 

scrapers. 


I'm  very  suspicious  of  pavement 
too. 
I'm  almost  paranoid 
In  my  wary-eyed  perception. 


And  pavement, 

I'm  very  suspicious  of  pavement 

parking  lots,  blacktop, 

asphalt  Earth. 
I'm  suspicious  of  cops 

in  orange  flourescent  coats 

&  patrol  cars 
Lording  over  the  entire  operation 

with  guns 
and  badges  &  bad  attitudes 
lording. 


I  don't  trust  improvement 


development 


encroachment. 


And  pavement, 


mi/ 
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Landscape 

Steve  Higgins 
Pen  &  Ink 


Sherry  Ahearn 
As  a  child,  my  older  brother  Alan  tortured  and  terrorized  me 
almost  daily  with  his  never-ending  collection  of  reptiles  and 
insects.  He  always  smelled  of  the  brook  which  wound  around 
our  house.  His  clothing  and  hands  reeked  of  the  muddy  water 
and  the  pungent  odor  of  fish  guts.  Alan  was  a  loner  by  no  choice 
of  his  own.  He  was  an  outcast  among  his  peers.  He  stood  taller 
and  thinner  than  average  with  a  hunched  back  and  thick  eye- 
glasses. He  was  inept  socially  which  later  in  his  life  would  be 
diagnosed  as  a  psychological  disorder.  He  used  my  vulnerability 
to  gain  the  superiority  and  control  he  so  desperately  lacked.  I 
believe  that  he  plotted  new  ways  to  horrify  me  as  often  as  I 
devised  ways  to  avoid  his  wrath.  His  incessant  teasing  manifested 
itself  in  many  forms.  Sometimes  there  would  be  a  sharp  kick  to 
my  shin  from  underneath  the  kitchen  table  or  a  showing  of  the 
chewed-up  mass  of  peas  and  mashed  potatoes  in  his  mouth  from 
across  the  table,  always  timed  perfectly  so  that  I  would  be  the 
only  member  of  the  audience. 

As  we  grew  and  no  longer  required  a  sitter,  or  so  it  was  the 
opinion  of  my  mother,  our  parents  began  leaving  us  alone 
together.  Alan's  teasing  had  become  more  violent  and  humiliat- 
ing. He  would  stalk  me,  awaiting  his  prey  to  emerge  from  the 
confines  of  my  bedroom.  He'd  then  sneak  up  behind  me  or 


chase  me,  wrestle  me  to  the  ground,  and  to  my  horror,  grope  at 
me  viciously  between  my  legs  and  under  my  shirt  .  Somehow  I 
always  managed  to  break  free  before  the  unthinkable  could 
happen.  One  winter  night,  I  escaped  and  sat  in  the  frozen  dew  of 
the  front  lawn  for  hours  until  my  parents  returned.  Because  of 
Alan's  handicap,  he  often  escaped  serious  reprimand.  I  began  to 
despise  my  parents  for  allowing  his  abuse  toward  me.  Several 
years  later,  Alan  was  shipped  off  to  military  school.  He  had 
become  too  much  for  my  parents  to  handle.  I  was  elated,  and  I 
enjoyed  the  freedom  and  peace  I  could  not  recall  ever  having. 

Alan's  childhood  problems  became  serious  adult  ones.  He  has 
since  been  in  trouble  with  the  law  and  in  and  out  of  detox 
centers  and  mental  hospitals.  About  twice  a  year  he  calls  me, 
inebriated,  slurring  his  words,  complaining  about  his  pathetic 
existence,  begging  for  sympathy,  ignoring  advice.  As  always,  I 
turn  away,  partly  knowing  his  strong  sense  of  survival,  and 
partly  because  the  past  returns  to  haunt  me  at  the  very  sound  of 
his  voice. 


Robert  M.  Bums 
By  the  teeming  shopping  mall- 
I  saw  him- 

But  I  had  to  choose  K-Mart  or  Bradlee's 
Cassette  or  disc- 
Chinese or  Italian- 
But  still  he  stood  there- 
I  stared,  but  did  nothing- 
The  sign  he  held  was  scrawled- 
In  blackened  urgency- 

"WILL  WORK  FOR  FOOD" 


Margaret  Galvin-Barnicle 
Dear  Ma, 

Why  wasn't  I  pretty  enough 
clean  enough 
quiet  enough 
pleasant  enough 
smart  enough 
good  enough 
talented  enough 
thin  enough 

mature  enough? 

I  still  believe  all  that 

and  if  I  hated  it  so, 

why  do  I  love  you  so  much? 

And  why  am  I  doing  it  to  my  own  daughter? 


■  *$-~ 
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Rory  Putnam 

The  boy  skidded  to  a  stop,  stirring  up  a  cloud  of  bone  dry  dirt 
as  he  rounded  the  corner  by  the  laundromat.  Jonah's  chest  heaved 
as  he  struggled  to  breathe,  looking  back  over  his  shoulder  in  a 
spell  of  dizziness.  An  elderly  Native  woman  walked  past  him 
carrying  a  multi-colored  straw  basket  laden  with  dirty  clothing. 
She  looked  at  him  disapprovingly  before  entering  through  the 
glass  door  which  was  always  left  open  in  the  searing  Oklahoma 
heat. 

The  building  was  set  along  Route  60,  a  wide  open,  desolate  road 
leading  to  nowhere  except  Seneca,  a  small  town  outside  the 
reservation  and  state  borders,  yet  the  only  real  town  for  miles. 
'Nowhere'  basically  described  the  reservation,  at  least  as  far  as 
fifteen  year-old  Jonah  Whiteagle  was  concerned.  It  was  bad 
enough  the  whites  had  moved  them  off  their  lands  to  this  God- 
forsaken dust  bowl,  but  now  they  were  dumping  some  sort  of 
waste  in  the  back  country.  He  cursed  himself  for  having  gone  to 
seek  the  vision  in  the  first  place.  It  had  been  nothing  but  a  stupid 
adolescent  stunt  to  prove  his  manhood,  and  he  knew  it.  When  his 
dad  found  out,  he  would  be  in  for  one  hell  of  a  hiding. 

The  boy  was  overtaken  by  the  intoxicating  fumes  of  alcohol  as 
an  aged  drunk  walked  by  mumbling  religious  epithets  of  God  and 
conversion.  Normally  the  sight  of  the  failed  Jehovah's  witness 
missionary,  whom  the  Indians  knew  only  as  Brother  George, 


would  have  been  comical.  Today  the  boy  did  anything  but 
laugh.  Jonah  pulled  the  brass  boatswain's  whistle  from  his 
pocket  and  fingered  it  lightly  in  his  slender  hands.  His  brother 
had  given  it  to  him  the  previous  summer  before  he  died  of  cancer 
at  the  Navy  hospital  on  the  coast.  The  boy  knew  that  kids  at  the 
reservation  had  been  sick  for  years.  He  wondered  if  there  was 
any  connection  to  what  he  had  seen. 

The  teenager  thought  of  how  he  came  over  the  ridge  out  by 
the  river,  thinking  it  had  been  a  place  secluded  enough  to  seek  a 
spiritual  vision.  His  friend  Eric  Running  Fox  had  gone  with  him, 
but  had  stayed  down  the  hill.  Jonah  watched  the  men  as  they 
dumped  the  barrels  into  a  pit  and  covered  it  with  a  few  shovels 
full  of  dirt.  Afraid  of  being  seen,  he  had  rushed  to  hide  but 
slipped  and  knocked  some  rocks  out  of  place.  They  splashed 
loudly  into  the  water,  alerting  the  men,  who  quickly  made  chase. 
He  ran,  yelling  to  Eric  to  follow  him,  and  they  took  their  din 
bikes  overland,  straight  to  the  old  man's  house.  Jonah  hoped  the 
old  man  could  help  them.  To  his  dismay,  they  found  Walter  was 
gone  and  his  motorcycle  with  it.  The  old  man  had  told  the  boys 
he  preferred  to  find  his  visions  on  the  open  road  with  the 
Harley's  throttle  wide  open. 

It  was  there  that  the  men  caught  up  with  them.  After  using  the 
elder's  phone  to  call  the  only  other  person  he  could  think  of  to 


help  them,  Jonah  walked  out  of  the  trailer  after  Eric.  A  hail  of 
bullets  streamed  over  his  head,  and  he  dashed  for  cover  behind 
the  rusted  hulk  of  a  '36  Packard  that  graced  the  front  lawn.  As 
he  looked  up,  Eric  was  caught  in  the  chest  by  a  bullet  which  sent 
him  reeling  into  the  wall  of  the  home.  Blood  splattered  the 
yellowed  fiberglass  as  the  teenager's  body  collapsed.  Jonah  only 
had  enough  time  to  run.  Death  had  entered  his  life  a  second 
time,  and  again,  he  was  powerless  to  stop  it. 

Jonah  went  inside  the  cramped  building  which  was  packed 
with  washers,  driers  and  broken-down,  second-rate  vending 
machines.  Dirt  that  blew  in  from  the  street  gathered  in  the 
corners,  and  lint  balls  bounced  like  tumbleweeds  across  the 
gritty  linoleum  which  had  once  been  white,  but  never  would  be 
again.  He  sat  down  on  a  bench  at  the  window  and  ran  a  hand 
through  his  neck-length,  jet  black  hair.  The  boy  shoved  the 
whistle  back  into  his  jeans  pocket  and  rested  his  chin  on  his 
elbows,  looking  out  the  window  away  from  the  filthy  room.  He 
tried  to  plug  the  stale,  humid  odor  from  his  nose  and  waited  for 
Billy  Logan.  He  hoped  the  government  people  would  not  show 
up.  He  didn't  want  to  run  again.  He  just  wanted  to  cry. 


Ray 

Skye  Carlson-Green 
Pen  &  Ink 


Ben  Young 

Jym's  face  shines  in  the  dashlights 
I'm  in  the  backseat  of  the  Blue  Devil, 
drunk  again 

with  a  gun  called  time  in  my  hand  & 
the  dregs  of  teenage  scotch 
between  my  stretched  out  legs 

Robert  Johnson's  singing  in  his  strychnine  voice 
"If  you're  runnin  with  the  devil 
don't  come  to  me  for  sympathy." 


We  talk  in  circles 

our  arcane  codes  and  inside  jokes 

we  talk  on  our  mercury  grey  roads  that 

lead  to  our  fears 

green  dashlights  and  cigarettes 

light  our  way 

the  comfort  of  someone 

who  will  not  turn  away 

is  rare  on  these  clean  cold  nights 

Jym's  stoned  again,  the  crutch  of  a  joint 

in  his  hand. 

He  deals  with  his  despair 


he  deals  with  the  edge  of  madness 

that  I've  seen  behind  his  eyes 

on  the  bad  days 

he  deals  with  his  problems 

with  dope 

These  washboard  roads 

wind  through  the  country 

go  by  &  he  tells  me 

what  happened  this  time 

with  her 

his  shoulders  hunch 

&  his  voice  hunches  with  them, 

&  we  talk  quietly  about  the  girl 

who  broke  me,  easily 

with  three  sharp  words 

I  try  to  deal  with  it  all 

the  golden  storm  of  her  hair 

my  heart  like  a  cracked  glass 

&  Jym's  eyes  falling  away  from  the  world 

I'm  in  the  backseat  of  Jym's  car 

with  a  bottle  of  sour  rain 

&  a  gun  called  time  that  goes  off  all  the  time 

without  me  even  noticing 


Cosmic  Web 
Chris  LeClaire 
Pen  &  Ink 
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Maggie  Hall 

She  filled  her  champagne  goblet  for  the  second  time.  The 
bubbles  tickled  her  nose  as  she  sipped  and  reflected  on  the  last 
time  she  had  been  in  this  room.  It  was  twenty-five  years  ago;  the 
queen  of  the  prom  danced  away  the  night  in  this  very  room. 
How  romantic,  how  clever  of  the  class  officers  to  have  reserved 
it  again  for  the  class  reunion,  one  of  the  reasons  she  had  traveled 
200  miles  to  attend. 

As  she  stood,  sipping  and  remembering,  a  voice  from  behind 
whispered  in  her  ear,  "I  was  hoping  to  see  you."  His  presence 
surrounded  her  like  a  cloak  and  for  a  moment,  she  felt  she 
would  faint.  The  tone  of  his  voice  made  her  temperature  rise  and 
she  could  not  stem  the  flush  that  rose  to  her  cheeks.  A  giddy 
feeling  came  over  her  and  a  vision  of  Prince  Charming  passed 
before  her  eyes.  Bringing  her  thoughts  back  to  the  present,  she 
turned  to  face  him  and  smiling  coyly  said,  "I  too  was  hoping." 

He  kissed  her  hand  and  offered  his  arm.   "Shall  we?"  he  said 
as  he  ushered  her  to  the  dance  floor.  Their  bodies  moved  in 
perfect  rhythm  as  if  they  had  never  been  apart.  They  laughed 
and  danced  and  danced  and  talked.  The  last  few  nightmarish 
years  seemed  like  eons  ago,  the  divorce,  and  the  whole  ugly 
mess.  He  too  had  divorced,  too  ambitious  a  wife,  worlds  apart  in 
temperament,  values  and  background,  an  all  too  familiar  story. 
She  was  determined  that  nothing  would  spoil  this  evening  of  fun 


and  relaxation.  The  band  played  on.  They  laughed  and  danced 
some  more.  They  had  eyes  only  for  each  other. 

All  too  soon  it  ended.  He  helped  her  into  her  wrap  and  they 
walked  to  her  car.  He  enveloped  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her 
passionately  and  she  responded.  It  lasted  but  a  brief  moment. 
Abruptly,  she  slipped  into  her  Chevrolet. 

"When  will  I  see  you  again?"  he  shouted  as  she  pulled  away. 
"At  the  next  reunion,"  she  replied,  her  voice  fading  in  the 
darkness.  She  had  learned  her  lesson  well. 
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At  Peace  With  Life 

Wylder  Klein 
Colored  Pencil 


Carolyn  D.  Phelan 

Spring's  wash 
of  the  gray-browned  earth 

pooled  in  the 
kettle-hole 
of  cedars- 
Pristine  still  waters 
whose  crystal  depth 
magnifies 
the  frozen 
bubbles 
caught 

where  no  sun 
can  reach- 
Thick  green 
carpet  of 
mosses 


Elm 

Carolyn  D.  Phelan 
Pen  &  Ink 


Shrouds 
of  the  ancients 
preserver  of 
secrets- 
Twisted  trunks 
of  growth 
guided 
by  no  force 
other  than 
your  own- 
Torn  shreds  of  brown 
thin  skin 
expose  pink  flesh 

Sweet  cedar's 
breath 
whispers  the 
stories 
of  sages. 


Maple 

Carolyn  D.  Phelan 

Pen  &  Ink 


Janice  Riley 

Dedication  for  my  brother  Brian 


We  talked  about 

how  it  was  time  to  move  on 

frustrated 

by  poor  connections 
and  too  many  sea  miles 
that  kept  us  apart 

but  we  knew 

it  was  other  things 

that  words 

never  formed  themselves  around 

afraid 

we  would  stay  children 

forever 

wrapped  in  our  need 

for  each  other 

homeless 

and  orphaned 

shy  of  pity 

we  vowed 


to  make  our  lives  matter 

we  said  we  were  afraid  to  fly 

and  we  were 

there  was  never  time 

for  voyages 

and  there  was  never 

the  intent 

we  charted  our  love 

instead 

in  the  flights  of  birds 

marveling  at  their  symmetry 

and  form 

their  fragility  and  strength 

and  how  they  always  knew 

where  they  were  going 

and  just  how  to  wish 

on  stars 

aligning  themselves 

by  some  inner  beacon 

in  their  tribal 

solitary 

migrations 

everything  already  mattered. 


Earth  Bound 

Heidi  Geisler 
Charcoal 


The  Last  Act 


MelanieL.  Chabot 

"You  can't  do  that  here." 

"What?" 

"No  smoking,"  the  nurse  pointed  to  a  sign  on  the  wall,  a  picture 
of  a  lighted  cigarette  in  a  circle  with  a  red  line  crossing  diagonally 
through  it. 

Bud  took  a  long  drag  from  the  cigarette  he  was  holding  between 
the  thumb  and  index  finger  of  his  right  hand.  He  held  the  cigarette 
the  way  marijuana  smokers  do,  as  if  he  were  trying  to  inhale  every 
last  bit  of  smoke.  His  left  hand  was  jammed  into  his  jacket  pocket. 
The  gray-haired  nurse,  a  solid,  no-nonsense  looking  woman,  stared 
hard  at  the  offending  cigarette.  Bud,  succumbing  to  the  strength  of 
her  disapproving  stare,  stubbed  the  butt  out  on  the  bottom  of  his 
shoe,  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  walked  the  short  distance  down  the 
corridor  to  the  room  he  had  visited  many  times  before.  He  stopped 
for  a  moment  before  the  door,  took  a  deep  breath,  and  then  entered 
the  room.  One  of  the  two  beds  in  the  room  was  empty.  In  the 
other  lay  a  man  with  his  face  turned  to  the  wall. 

"Hey,  Mike,"  Bud  said  softly  as  he  approached  the  occupied  bed. 

"Did  you  bring  it?"  the  hoarse  voice  of  the  man  on  the  bed  had  an 
unsettling  urgency. 

"Yeah." 

Mike  slowly  turned  his  face  away  from  the  wall  and  looked  at 
Bud.  Most  of  the  right  side  of  Mike's  face,  the  part  that  remained, 


was  a  network  of  pink  and  white  scars.  His  right  eye  was  covered 
with  a  patch. 

"The  diagnosis  is  what  they  thought?"  Bud  asked. 

"Yeah,  ALS.  Lou  Gehrig's  disease.  He  died  from  it." 

"Listen,  Mike... I  know  we  talked  about  this  and  all... I  mean  if 
you..." 

"Save  it.  I'm  clear  on  this." 

"Let  me  just  play  devil's  advocate  for  a  minute,"  Bud  said  as  he 
moved  a  chair  next  to  the  bed  and  sat  down. 

"You  don't  think  I  haven't  already  done  that?  You  think  that  if 
there  was  even  a  chance  that  I  could  get  up  out  of  this  bed  that  I 
wouldn't  grab  it?" 

"I  heard  just  a  couple  days  ago  on  the  news-they've  isolated  some 
gene  that  they  think  causes  it.  There  could  be  a  cure." 

"Yeah,  a  cure.  In  what?  Twenty  years?  I'm  gonna  die  from  it.  I 
just  don't  want  it  to  take  too  long.  I  can't  do  this  anymore. 
Twenty-five  years  in  a  V.A.  and  now  I  get  this.  Pretty  soon  I  won't 
even  be  able  to  talk.  They'll  feed  me  with  tubes.  Would  you  want  to 
live  that  way?" 

"It's  not  fair,"  Bud  said  between  clenched  teeth. 

"Look,  I'm  not  afraid  of  dying.  We've  talked  about  this.  What  I 
fear  is  this-Ym  tired  of  being  a  piece  of  fucking  furniture,  man.  It 
would  have  been  better  if  I'd  been  offed  over  there.  I've  paid  for 


every  karmic  debt  I  ever  owed.  What  comes  next  has  gotta  be  better 
than  this." 

Bud  got  up  from  the  chair  and  sat  on  the  bed  next  to  Mike.  He 
searched  his  mind-there  had  to  be  some  argument  that  could  deter 
Mike  from  what  he  wanted  to  do. 

Than  Tiet."  Bud  spoke  so  softly  that  his  voice  was  barely 
audible.  The  words  floated  in  the  quiet  air. 

Mike  sighed,  "Don't." 

"Don't  what?  Be  there  for  the  guy  that  took  a  hit  to  save  my 
life.. .spent  twenty-five  years  in  a  V.A.  so  that  I  could  walk  around? 
I'm  here,  Mike.  I'm  always  gonna  be  here.  Right  here,"  Bud  grabbed 
Mike's  hand  lying  motionless  outside  the  sheet  which  covered  the 
rest  of  his  body. 

"Put  the  cross  down,  man.  You  would  have  done  the  same  thing 
for  me." 

"You  told  me  when  we  were  over  there,  you  said  that  they 
weren't  the  enemy.  You  said  the  enemy  was  death.  When  I  was  hit, 
you  told  me  to  hang  on,  to  fight.  I  made  it  because  of  you." 

"You're  not  getting  this.  I'm  not  gonna  get  better.  Zero  chance." 

"I  love  you,  man." 

"So  send  me  a  valentine-or  better  yet,  give  me  the  pills. 
Limbitrol,  right?" 

Bud  looked  away. 


"Right?"  Mike  asked  again. 

Resigned,  Bud  reached  in  his  left  jacket  pocket  and  took  out  two 
black  film  containers. 

"Is  there  enough  in  there  to  do  it?"  Mike  asked. 

Bud  didn't  answer.  Both  men  stared  at  the  containers  in  Bud's 
hand.  They  had  a  sinister  quality-two  little  black  cylinders  full  of 
death. 

"My  ticket  home,"  said  Mike,  trying  to  lighten  the  mood.  Then 
his  gaze  moved  to  Bud's  face.   "I'm  gonna  need  some  help,  Buddy." 

Bud  looked  up.  His  eyes  met  Mike's.  He  took  Mike's  hand  again 
and  they  continued  to  look  at  each  other  for  several  minutes,  neither 
saying  anything.  Slowly,  Bud  reached  over  and  filled  a  glass  from  the 
pitcher  of  water  on  the  table  next  to  the  bed.  He  snapped  the  cap  off 
one  of  the  containers  and  the  white  pills  spilled  out  into  his  hand. 

"Consider  that  twenty-five  year  old  debt  you  think  you  owe  me 
paid,"  Mike  said.   "Enjoy  life,  Bud.  I  know  that  wherever  I'm  going, 
I  fully  intend  to  enjoy  mine." 

Bud  carefully  lifted  Mike's  head  off  the  pillow. 

"I'm  having  a  hard  time  swallowing.  I  can  only  take  one  pill  at  a 
time." 

"They're  small-they've  got  a  film  coating,"  Bud  held  one  of  the 
pills  in  front  of  Mike's  good  eye.  "That  should  help  a  little." 

"This  could  take  awhile." 


"Hey  man,  all  we  got  is  time,"  Bud  smiled. 

"Let's  do  it,"  Mike  smiled  back. 

One  by  one,  Bud  fed  the  pills  to  Mike,  then  held  the  glass  of 
water  to  his  lips.  When  Mike's  eyes  closed  and  Bud  could  get  no 
response  from  him,  he  put  the  container  and  the  remaining  pills  back 
in  his  pocket  and  lifted  the  pillow  from  under  Mike's  head.  Tears 
fell  from  Bud's  eyes  onto  Mike's  face  as  he  gazed  at  his  friend  for  the 
last  time.  He  gently  wiped  the  tears  off  Mike's  face  and  whispered, 
"I'll  see  you  on  the  other  side,  good  buddy."  Then  he  put  the  pillow 
on  Mike's  face  and  quickly  left  the  room. 

In  a  daze,  Bud  slowly  walked  down  the  corridor.  Reaching  for 
the  cigarette  pack  in  his  shirt  pocket,  with  shaking  hands  he  placed  a 
cigarette  between  his  lips.  A  pretty  dark-haired  nurse  sitting  at  the 
nurse's  station  called  out  to  him,  "Hey.. .you  can't  do  that  here." 

"What?"  Bud's  distracted  gaze  focused  on  her  face. 

"There's  no  smoking  here,"  the  nurse  pointed  to  the  "No  Smok- 
ing" sign.  She  smiled  at  him,  and  with  genuine  concern  added, 
"Don't  you  know  those  things  will  kill  you?" 
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